2IO                               DRAMA
CYRANO, And how can I ... how, the devil ?
... make you learn on the spot . . .
CHRISTIAN, [seizing him by the arm]. Oh,
there! . . . Look! . . . See!
[Light has appeared in the balcony zvindozu.]
CYRANO [with emotion]. Her window I
CHRISTIAN. Oh, I shall die!
CYRANO. Not so loud!
CHRISTIAN [in a whisper]. I shall die!
CYRANO. It is a dark night, . . .
CHRISTIAN. "Well?
CYRANO. All may be mended. But you do not
deserve. . . . There! stand there, miserable boy!
... in front of the balcony! I will stand under it
and prompt you.
CHRISTIAN. But . . .
CYRANO. Do as I bid you!
THE PAGES [reappearing at the back* to
CYRANO]. Hey!
CYRANO. Hush! [He signs to them to lower
their voices.]
FIRST PAGE [in a lower voice]. We have
finished serenading Montfleuryl
CYRANO [lowf quickly]. Go and stand out of
sight. One at this street corner, the other at that;
and if any one comes near, play! , . .
SECOND PAGE. What sort of tune, Monsieur
the Gassendist?
CYRANO. Merry if it be a woman, mournful
if it be a man. [The PAGES disappear3 one ct